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WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ, ~- 
Spoten by Mr. FAWCETT. 
SOME Hypercritic cries, in ev’ry age, 
“¢ How rich the paft, how poor the prefent Stage!” 
So andertakers fay, on corpfes fed, 
‘«* Ah! there’s no man of value till he’s dead ! 
- Some felf-made AgisTarcnuus ever fits, 
Like a Judge Jerrunrizs, over modern with 
Bullies upon the bench—his upright plan, 
Firft to abafe, then exetute the man 
Still thriwes eur Stage, ftill feems there sigour in’t; 
For you {mile here, while cynics {cowl in print, 
Plain proof, yos think, whate’er our Stage may be, 
Such critics infinitely worse thax we ! 
Yet far from us, one murmur to repeat, 
When Liberal Ceafure fills the judgment feat, 
We thank the hand that points, with gentle art, 
The wholefome lancet to fome morbid part, 
The butcher, with his hatchet, tis we hate, 
Who kills, where able furgeons amputate. 
If we give rrafb, as fome few pertlings fay, 
Why flocks an audience nightly to the Play ? 
If we be found ssmora/ in our fcene, 
What does the Law’s reftraint on Drama’s mean? 
To ftate the firlt, they laugh at yes alone— 
To ftate the laft, is /ibelling the Throne *. 
Truth is, when impolfe can be fairly roufed, 
Smile, tear, or grin, by you our arts efpoufed. 
However pedaats preach, you'll think thofe fools, 
Who laugh or cry by Ariftotle’s rules. 
And, while a Jaagh or cry is to be had, 
Authore and actors can’t be very bad. 
Oh! may this doétrine be allow’d to night, 
And be a laugh—broad laugh—your chief delight! 
Look not with eyes of critical difdain, 
But favour ese who ftrives to extertain ! 


* An A@ of. Parliament has vefted the power of licenfing and {upprefitng the 
_Teprefentation of Dramas in his Majefty*s Lord Chamberlain, 


s 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


HAY-MARKET. | 


Squire Flail, - - = - - | Mr. CHapman. 
Sordid, - - - - - - - Mr. Grove. 
Kalendar, - - - - «- Mr. Fawcett. 
Edward,- - - - - © = Mr. Rag. 
Luckle&B, - «© = © « - Mr. De Camp. 
Andrew, - © «©.2 - - Mr. Noss. 
Spriggins, - = - - = © Mr. Marruews. 
O’Gimlet, - - - = = - Mr. Denman, | 
Flourith (with a Soxg.) = © Mr. Liston. 
Black Bob, - - - = © «& Mr. Hatton. 
Dapper,- - - - - - = Mr. Menace. 
‘Robert, - - « © © «© = #£=Mr. Parszoz. 
Thomas, - - = - «- = #£=xMr. Joumston. 
Dick, - - « = «= - -@ Mr. Goopwin, Junr. 


Mrs. Prue, - - - © = ce Mrs. Powgu. 
Mary Flail,- - - - - = Mrs. MaruHews. 
Jenny, - - - - © = - Mrs. GiBBs. 
Laura Lucklefs (with a Song) Mifs Traer. 


The circumftance introduced in the following piece, of the building of a hou fe 
in one night, is formed on a fat :--Hampftead Heath is the {pot, where a beauti- 
ful cottage, fo conftru@ed, is fill in being. The charaéter of Spriggins, with his 
repetition of ** I bawes forty pounds a-year,” &c. is alfo copied. from an exifting 
original. 


Five Miles off, or the Finger Poft. 


ACT I. 
SCEN E—A Park Lodge—Sun-rife. 


Enter EnWARD., 
EDWARD. 


Wirs what exhilarating frefhnefs does the breath 
of morn enliven the furrounding landfcape, and how 
eagerly do the fweets of nature feem to ftart from 
their luxuriant beds, to hail the rifing fun ; tis thus 
the cheering blaze of profperity gladdens all, except 
the wretched few, who, like myfelf, are doomed to 
~ wither in the fhade of poverty! (knocks at the lodge 
door) Who haye Ito blame? the man who unjuffy 
fuffers, has innate vertue to fuftain his fortitude, while 
I ; 


‘Enter ANDREW from the Lodge. 


Edw. Well, my old fofter-father ! 

4nd, My poor young mafter— and on foot too? 

Edw. 1 have come hither in hopes— 

And, Which won’t help you on your way back—. 
yonr ill-afed ‘father— | 
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to goto next, and there he'll find the doors fhut 
_ againft him. Ah, if he knew whoa certain perfon 
| was going to be married-too, he’d Blefs my 
heart—Why, neighbour 


Enier Spricoins, with a Leiter. 


Sprig. Not much of a neighbour, now—it’s a long 
walk from our houfe to yours. I live with Maifter 
Kalendar, the great ftar-gazing gentleman as gives 
his advice to all his neighbours, and makes all the 
clipfes of the moon—and, I have brought a. letter— 

And, From him? 

_ Sprig. No, not from him. | 

And: Well, but for me ? 

Sprig. No; for young Mr. Edward Frankland, 
in cafe he fhould call on you—it be a fecret who it 
comes from. - 

4nd. And who does it come from ? . 

Sprig. Why that you been’t to mention—nor you’ — 
muftn’t tell him about fome money in the infide o’t, 
for fear he fhauld find it out—I was to give it into 
his own hands, and as I is very particular, do you 
take it, and let him have it dire€tly, 

And. A pretty meflenger—follow him—he’s not 
two hundred yards off—he went that way— 
Sprig. No, I can’t flay—got to go a great way 
home through the foreft—I know you'll give it him 

~—becaufe I fthould be afhamed— oo 

4nd. Afhamed! | | | 

Sprig. Why, you fee a friend as don’t chufe to 
be known, has fent him money, and two or three of 
us lads have made a fort of a defcription for him, and 
‘fo have flipt fome fmall. matters o’ notes under the 

cover, becaufe if he knew we did it, he might be a 
 fittle proud like, and wouldn’t take it—he’s been a 
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him a pair of colours, no,enfign in the fervice cou’d 
fight undera ftandard more honourably purchafed. 
: - [Exit ANpREw into the lodge. 


SCENE—A Room in the Houfe of Old Sorvip. | 


- 


Enter EpwarpD aad DapPER. 


Dap. Lud, Sir! So | 
Edw. Nay, fir, but in a cafe fo material to my 


interefts, I: muft and will be attended to. . 


Dap. But, dear me, fir, where’s the ufe of my at- . 


tending to your declaration, whén I can’t put in aa 
an{wer. 


Edw. Then call Sordid—call your mafter—I’m 


" determined to be heard. 


Dap. You muft have ftrong lungs to make him | 


hear you— he went to London yeflerday, and will be 
returnable in the evening, unlefs Mr. Flail, of 


Harveft Hall, keeps him all night, for he is to call 


there in his way home. - 
Edw. Vl meet him there, | 
Dap. Better not, fir—he’s as bufy as the firft day 


of term—he’s going to fee his fon married to Mifs 


Mary , 
Edw. To whon, fir? ' 
Dap. Mifs Mary Flail, fir—as fine a young wo- 


- man as'ever appeared before the king himfelf,. at © 


Weftmintter. 
Edw. His fon! married to Mary Flail—to my 
Mary—I never heard he had a fon. 


Dap. Nor any body elfe, till within thefe few days, - 


nor dol believe, (fpeaking to the beft of my know- 


ledge) that the young gentleman 1s yet aware that be | 


has a father, 
B 


aan Yael 
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Edw. Why has fueh a circumftance been feeret ? 
Dap. Haven't received the neceffary inftru€tions 
to enable me to inform you, fir; all I know is, that 
_mafter ’s gone to fetch the young gentleman, and I 


dare fay. their meeting will be as pleafant as the long 


vacation. 
| Edw. Then it is not only to beggar me, but to. 
enrich a rival, the old pirate has plundered our 
eftate. _ | | 

__ Dap. Not prepared at prefent to enter on his des 
fence, | 

Edw. But, Mr. Flail can never be fo unjuft, 


Enter Tuomas (with a letter.) 


Tho. Mr.. Dapper, here is a letter dire&ted for— 
lord blefs him, there he is himfelf—it’s for your ho- 
rour—(gives it re/pettfully to Epwarp.) | 
_ Dap. (to Epwarp) Well, fir; you needn’t fear 
to leave any meffage with me—I’m acquainted with 
moft of Mr. Sordid’sconcerns | 

Edw. Are you acquainted with his confcsence ? 

Dap. Out of. my department, I’m his clerk, and 
manage his Jew concerns; as to confcience, that's 
quite another thing, and forms no part of our bufi- 
nefs—fhew the gemman down. _—[ Exit Dapper, 
' Edw. Will you give me leave to open this firt ? 

Tho. Surely, fir, I with it may bring good news~- 
it comes from Mr, Flail’s, fir. 

Edw. From Mary’s father-—’tis his writing.— 


| # Young Man, 


| ¢6 Every body kngws hés OWN bufine 5 
O% Def, and its my duty to provide well for my lowe 
sf you badn’t lof your fortune through your own faylt, 
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| © I might bave whade fome allowance, bit noid, mo offence , 
"© hope, if the girlmarries fomebody eYe—berng all, at 

‘© prefent, from your’ s, | 
| ‘© Frresranb Fiat.” 


“ P.S. I bear nomalice, and when Mary °s mar- 
* vied, fhall be glad to fee you at Harvefi Hall. You're 
§ ge choice fellow at bunting—and if any body Jays be 
* fngs a better fong, I’m no judge-—that's all.’ . 


The die is caft then—and the manfion of my fa- 
ther is preparing to receive my rival, ih poffeffion of 
my homé,. my fortune, and my prothis’d bride. | 
‘Tho. Never mind, fir; they may take poffefion 

of the houfe, and ftick themfelves up at church, 
but there isn’t a cottager’s wife will go to vifit thérts 

Edw. Deprived of my fortune, [ meant to have 
voluntarily refigntd all claim to her—but even the 
_ merit of {uch a facrifice is here denied me. Yet I 
will fee her—/he has no fhare in the unfeeling con- 
duct of ber father, and were mine yet living, even his: 
anger would not doom me thus to fuffer. [ Exéwi. 


SCENE,—A land fcape—the flage forming a pornt 
| where four roads ‘are fuppoféd to meet, 


Enter Sorvip and Srriceins, 


_ Sor. Thank’ye friend,. thank’ye—and fo F was_ 
going the wrong road ? | 
Sprig. You're right. 
Sor. And pray, where does that path go te? 
Sprig. No where, fir~it do always ftay where. it 


_ js-—but if. you go this way— | 


Sor.. I fhall come to Farmer Flail’s. 
Serig. No, fir, not to Famer Flail’s. 
Sor. No! why what a piggue d’ye mean—I came 
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O'Gim. Guy of Warwick never kilt a dum-cow 
more completely-—I’ve feen you make a bull ‘too; 
for when you was ax’d to paint the arms of mao, 
you ftuck up the three legs. : | 

Flou. Verily, friend, the partfh will not put up 


with this treatment of one of its refpeftable inhabi- 


fants. | | 
O'Gim. A parifh that puts up your fgns will put | 


-. ap any thing—fo pay me on the fpot for this job, or 


I'll let a few of your glafs tricks be feen through, for 
the good of the corporatios.—There, ¢ fhews a long 
bill.) there’s a few items to begin with. — 7 

Flow. It thould begin with imprimis. 

O‘Gim. Ob, you'll put priming enough in your ows 
bill, Mr. Painter, } . 

Flea. (reads.) ‘* Item, A large poft—item, timber 
for ditto—irem, f{crews—item, three days and a 
quarter's’ work—and three hundred long nails.” 
— three hundred |! | 

O'Gim. ‘Vo be fure—I eou’d’nt, make the fingers 
without nas, you know, honey. : 

Flou. Give! that article is charged more than all 
the reft, friend. 

O‘Gim. All owing tothe high price of putty—I’m 
following your own example—Jobs come {fo feldom, 
that, if it wasn’t fora bit of glue, things would never 
be able to {tick together at all at all. ~ - | 

Flou. \W ell—make this thing faft, (turning ut round) 
or I’ll not pay theg one farthing. 

O'Gim. You may make it faft yourfelf. 

Flou. Thave not the craft. _ 

O‘Gim. Oh, you've craft enough—fo take it to 

our own houfe ; and, if you-don’t mak it faf'there, _. 
it will be the beft ufed perfon in the family. | Exit. - 

Elou, It appertaineth not unto my bufinefs to {et it 


- sight—he hath left it pointing to the paths of error; ‘ 


and I will bear witnefs againit him, when the travel- 


ra PE SSLZ CH, Cz 
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¥ea, I fed wm the 5  w-, 
Wert au ae ti, 
The foun thes =cgaa to more, 
Wx ante 4, 


I, * Fac maiden, acer dente, 


Lo! thea I thought hex mine ; 

Bat when of love the gave this fign, 

She prow’d a cruel Phi-hs-tine, 
With 2 to tom a. 


For the another fuitor had, | 
With a ti com ti, 
Prophanely call’d a flafhy lad, 


With a ti tam ti, 
_ And when I reach’d the grove affign’d, 
‘ He came before I Ruth cou’d find, 
Aad kick’d me ruth-lels-ly behind, 
With a toe tum ti. 
[Exit 


THE FINGER POST. . 17 


Re-enter SORDID. 


Sor. I’ve done it—I'm a wife man—TI have hid my 
money behind yon clump—there are certain bonds, 
mortgages, and fecurities, too—howcame I by them? - 
—no matter—I’ve as much right to ’em as a high- 
‘wayman, and won’t be robbed. A pretty journey 
Pve had for nothing—can’t find my fon—fo I have 
advertifed him.—Had the rogue known he had a | 
rich father, he’d not have run away.— What’s here ? 
Why they have put up a guide. (reads.) To Harveft 
Hall, 5 Miles.—Oh, I can manage that pretty well.— _ 
This poft will point out the {pot when I return for 
my treafure in the morning. I’ve kept a trifle about 
me, in gold, filver, and paper, to prevent ill ufage ; 
‘and, if I am robb’d, it fhall only be of an odd-looks 
ing one pound note, a fufpicious feven hhilling-piece, 
and a Brummagem fixpence. [Ex:t, 


Enter Buacx Bos (is a great Coat.) 


Black Bob, That man talk’d of money—I’ll follow 
him.—\What’s this?—a road poft ?—I took it for 
fomething elfe.—What a hard thing it is a man can’t 
begin his daily occupation without being put in 
mind of what will be the end of it, . 
| _ [Exit after Sornnip. 


Enter Mary Frat end Jenny. 


Jen. Now doey, mifs Mary, bleffee, doey come 
on a bit vafter; we fhall never get fafe home, and I 
be all over frightfulnefs and confternation, for vear 
o’thefe vootpads and highway robberies, that do 
walk about all night, and there be put in the news. 
papers every morning. | ' 

Mary..There’s no caufe for fear, Jenny; and J 
muft reft a moment (fits on a Bank.) | 

| 6. 
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Fen. Now doan’tye go to ftop, whatever ye do. 
If we be overtaken here by ftrange men, there'll be 
defpart work, I promife ee. | 

Mary. I hav'n’t much to lofe, ‘and fhou’d. make 
no refiftance. | | 

Fen. No more hav’n’t I, mifs, except this trifling 
token—and, if they offer’d to touch that, I be but 
a weak girl, but they fhould have all the afifance I 
cou’d gi, I warrant ’em. . 

Mary. Is it a-love token, Jenny ? : | 

jen. I do hope it-be, mifs-—and I’m fure you 
don’t think there’s any harm in love-tokens, or you 
wou’d never have ventured out fo far without your 
father’s knowing it, at this time o’night. 

Mary. Perhaps you think me to blame, Jenny ? 

Fen. Not at all for that, mifs ; to be fure, when I 
were at home, I cou’dn’t ftir a voot without vather’s 
leave ; and as he never wou'd never give it me, I 
ftaid at home like a dutiful child. 

Mary, Cou’d you never get an opporrunity? 

Fen. No, mifs, a poor cottage, like ours, had but 
ane door to’t—now, your father’s, {quire Flail’s, 
fine hall, ha’ got fo many, there’s hardly finding the 
way in or out for ‘em. | 

Mary. 1 was much happier before my father was 
fo tich; and I liked the company of our honeft 
neighbours better than all the gen/Jemen who now pay 
" court to us. 

en. So did I, mifs. The young men of our 
village did ufe to do the beft to entertain the young 
women at a fair or a feaft; but gentlemen do fend 
their fweethearts away from table along wi’ the cloth. 
that they may keep all the good things to a’ter din- 
ner to themielves, and yet your fweetheart was a 
gentleman too. : 

Mary. And is fo ftill, by 5i#h,—Imprudent Ed- 
ward! how early in life to have effected his ruin! 
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Fen. He had better have ruin’d any body elfe! 

Mary, Uf my father had not fanctioned our meet- 
ings when we were poor, and Edward, the fuppofed 
heir to his father’s wealth, I fhou’dn’t have ventur’d 
‘this act-of difobedience.—I’m forry we didn’t fee 
him!" 

Jen. Never mind, mifs; my {weetheart, John 
Spriggins, has given the letter long afore this. 

Mary. As it contained money, to {pare his feelings, 
I didn’t fay from whom it came. 

Fen. I was afraid o’that, mifs; and, thinking that, 
in all matters of true love and courthhip, there ought | 
never to be no deceit; and that nothing ought to be 
done that nobody thou ‘da’ t be afhamed on. —Why, 
I—I— thought 

Mary. (auth apprehenfion.) You thought !—Well! | 
—and 

‘Fen. I put in a bit of a note—which, as he knows 
-I can’t write, he'll never infpe&t whence it came. 

Mary. Worfe and worfe {imprudent girl! who 
wrote it? 

Fen. Nobody as knows its meaning —Coufia 

Remnant, the tailor, be a poet, and famous for what 
che do call his meafures, and diftiches, and hem- 
ftiches-——fo I axd’n to write down only three lines, as 
I had made out o’my own head. 

Mary. Three lines! 

fen. Yes—he faid three lines are call’d a driblet : 
fo he wrote’n, and I flipp’d’n into the paper that had 
the blank notes in un. 

Mary. Do you remember them ? 

_ Fen. Yes, mifs— 

‘© When fecret love does thus prevail, 
‘* Remember, thereby hangs a tale— 
© Your humble fervant, Mary Flail.” © 

Mary, Mary Flail!—why, you’re a ridiculous !— 
I——my very name at the bottom, too! 
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ACT IL 


SCENE.—Continued. 


Enter Lucxxzss (frabbily genteel.) 


LUCKLESS. 


I ‘tHovent I faw fome one to afk the way of— 
"(takes out a newfpaper}—let me fee—(reads)—“ If | 
‘¢ Lawrence Lucklefs, formerly of ———”—aye, 
my native place, fure enough—* will apply to Fire- 
‘¢ brand Flail, Efq. of Harveft Halli; he will hear 
‘¢ of fomething to his advantage.” its high time £ 
 fhou’d—I’ve had my fhare of difadvantages—but, 
hang defpair—its as fhabby as my own appearance— 
I have juft made my dinner and my toilet, by the 
road-fide—brufh’d up my beft, yes, my very beft 
coat—and want nothing but a fhower of rain to 
blacken my hat—and then to the Hall like a gentle- 
' man—/(going—/ees the poft with the coat on it)—Eh!_ 
what the devil ’s that ?—a thief ?—or a {carecrow 2? 


Enter Epwarp, 


Edw. Neither, my boy—but an old friend who is . 
equally glad and furprifed to meet you. 
Luck. If I wasn’t ‘afraid of making one of my 


'* yfual blunders, I’d fwear, that of all other men in © 


. the world, you were my once merry companion, Ed- 
ward. | 

Edw. You may fwear it with a fafe confcience— 

I knew you ata diftance, by your walk, which, like 
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your ideas, is never in a ftrait line ; I cou’d not be 
miftaken, though I had fo little light to fee you by. 

Luck. (looking at bis drefs) Why, you have feen me 

in a better light than this, I confefs, Ned—however, 
you dre very little alter’d—you feem to be as ready 
.to acknowledge a diftrefs’d friend as ever you were. 

Edw. Heaven forbid I thould be otherwife—but 
I thall be truly forry if you are diftrefs’d; I hope 
you don’t want much affiftance ? 

Luck. Indeed! why ? - 

Edw. Becaufe, pfha! Becaufe it would not be in 
my power to afford it you. 

Luck. No; the heir of a fine eftate—the life and 
- foul of all your acquaintance—favourite ,of the laf- 
fes—envy of the lads—darling of the tenants—and 
best cricket player in Chriftendom. 

Edw. As the poet fays— I cannot but remem- 
« ber fuch things were, and were moft dear to me ;” 
but, now Iam ruin’d—ruin’d by the arufices of my 
late father’s {teward, aad who is now his fole exe- 
cutor. 

Luck. Well, but how? 

Edw. Guilty of irregularities, which he in pri- 
vate abetted, 1 became fo much his dependant for 

fupport and fecrecy, that he was, at length, enabled 
to alienate me from my father’s: affe@tion. 
Luck. But—in your father’s dying moments— 

Edw. 1 was artfully kept from bim—was difinhe- 
rited—-but—d—n the money—-had I but feen my 
father— 

Luck, Bear up, my boy, and wifh with me, that 
fome quick-claw’d devil may fly away with Old Sor- 
did ; wherever he is, may the {pot prove the place 
“of his punifhment, and may his ill-gotten goods be 
transferred to the lawful owner, as unexpeftedly as 
he obtained them. "— 

Edw. Rather-let me blame my own wantof con- 
- fidence ina parent. If you wou ‘d n’t laugh at my 
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. morality, I would fay, happy is the child, who by ac- 
knowledging a firf failing, avoids the neceffity of a 
thoufand more, to keep that one a fecret. 

Luck. For my part, I never knew a parent to cone, 
' fefs my failings to—if I. bad, there ’d. have been 
plenty to have acknowledged; but, I keep up my 

{pirits, and though I was unlucky before I was born, 
1 don’t remember that I cried a bit the more for it. 
~—Have you no money ? 

Edw. None that I can call my own. 

Luck. Can’t you borrow ? 

Edw. No, for I know not when I can repay. 

Luck. Which is the very reafon why fome people 
' do borrow. | 
_ Edw. Its not the lofs of wealth that I regret, but 

the artful viper, in the perfon of his fon, wou’d de- 
prive me of my love. 

Lack. Has he a fon? 

Edw. One never own’d till now.. He is to marry 
the girl who, but I muft haften to return the con- 
. tents of this letter, which her difinterefted affeQion | 
would have deceived me into accepting. 

Luck. What, you dave money then ? 

Edw. Yes, and it has been moft curioufly con- 
. veyed to me—but I have alfo pride—an honeft pride, 

which, while I have youth and ftrength, forbids me 
to appropriate to my own ufe, the hard-eara’d {a- 
vings of thofe who may want them in their old age, 
or to profit by the artlefs attachment of an inexpe- 
rienced female; but, come, accompany me to’ Har- 
_ vet Hall. : - 
Luck. The very place I’m going to. -I’ll tell you 
a few of my adventures on the road, and, if -what I 
am promifed there to my advantage, can be thrown 
Anto your fcale, you thal fhare it, or take it‘all, and 
welcome (rain beard.) . : ce 

Edw. Your a generous lad—let’s fee what way 
are we in, (looking round.) : 


ra 
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Mrs, Pru. No, no; traftto my care for that ;. 
Fane has gone with her—the wench you have given 
her as own maid—own maid indeed, there was no 
fuch thing in the family, when I had the care of it. 

Flail. It gets plaguy late--I'll go look for her— 
T expect Old Sordid and his fon every moment-—I 
think they might have come a little earlier. 

Kal. (fpeaks without.) Wind N. E. by North. 

Mrs. Pra. Here’s neighbour Kalendar. 

' Flail, With fome of his impertinent advice, 1. . 


. fuppofe ; Ixemember the fellow when he hadn't a 


fhilling. 

Mi. Pru. Huth! ‘or he may remember the fame : 
of you. 

lail, When he liv’d by making almanacks, and 


when you turn’d up your nofe at him. 


. Mrs. Pru. Aye, he was poor then—but now 


- Enter KaLEnpar. 


Kal. Here’s alteration in the weather! ah! Mrs, . 
Prue? How do, Prue? 

Mrs, Pru. Prue! Sir, ] am——— 

Kal. Rather frofty this evening—Old F irebraind, 
- your fift ; the barometer of fortune has rifen with 
us both,. but thou’dn’t alter either of us. 

Fiail. No; you'll be a walking weather-glafs as 
long as you live. 

Kal. Better that than be a weather-cock, eh! Mrs. 
' Prue! It’s time the mercury in our veins fhou’d 

tick at temperate. 
( Mrs. Pry. It may with elderly people, Mr. Kalen 
_ dar; but I fhall go and fee if that thoughtlefs girl is 
| return’d. ~O! Mr. K. for all your cold looks, there 
_ was atime when you little thought of change, [ £xit. 


BD 


_ THE FINGER POST: . a7 


Flail. Now he’s got out of the ground into the 
fkies-—didn’t you fay juft now, there were feafons for 
ev’ry thing. | 

Kal. Truly !—in chifdhood, to get wifdom and 
whipping—in youth, fow wild oats—in manhood, mar-_ 
ry, and meet with other misfortunes—in old age. — 

Flail, We're too wife to mifs the tide, by lookmg 
at the moon. 

Kal, That's a hit at my old trade ;—never mind— 
J} come of a family who— - | 

Flail. Now for ‘their whole chronology ; I know 
but two of your forefathers, and they— 

Kal. Refided here before I was born, which hap- 
« pen’d on New Year's day, one thoufand, feven hun-- 
dred and fifty-five, fixteen minutes, and a half patt. 
three inthe morning, as per grandmother’s gold watch, . 
then lying on a claw table in acorner of the room. , 

Jail tha! I’ve heard that the firft of your fa- 
mil 4 came into this country— 

i. Anno twelve hundred and fifty-two, at the: 
very time when Roger Bacon invented the magic | 
Janthorn. 

Flail. Aye, they carried it about, I fuppofe, and 
taught their children the art of magnifying. 

Kal, Sir, my anceftors were never obliged to the 
family of the Flails, even for a thrathing. 

Flail. And as for yourfelf. 

Kal. I was fent to {choo} in the year fixty-three—. 
made prodigious progrefs in ev’ry thing. they didn’t 
with me to learn—was ‘prenticed to a fpectacle 
grinder, in fixty-nine, where I learn’d to make alma- 
nacks, and predi&ted every thing but my own good 
luck, till a diftant relation came from abroad, with: 
more money than health, who was fo overjoy’d at my 
foreboding him a long life, that he died dre, oad 
left me ev'ry thilling. 

Fiail, And new you give advice gratis, 
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- Enjer May and Ewan. 
Mary. (reusing to ber father) Ah! my dear father, 


fuch an efcape ; I owe my life, nay more, perhaps, 
' to the gallbntry of Edward. . oo 
Ficit. Gabantry! hark’ye, Sir, if you bave fer- 
ved my: daughter, I thank you, and' fo we past. 
- friends. ( Lemds Diary te the other fides) } 
‘Mary, We fav'd me from a rufhan, who— 
Flaii. How came you from home? : 
Mary. 1 was to blame: to go. without your kasw- 
-but~-J-—I meant. no harms. 
’ Flazl. Perhaps not; but mere:mifchief cones’ of 
meaning:nzo harm than you're aware of; ga—and 
when I have thanked this young gentleman for his 
a as you call it, L hall sve aword or two 
_ fer your. car; go, I fay. 
_ Mary. Sir, you that command my duty and obe- 


‘° dience; but, there-is a fentiment of. gratitude, 


which that young man willever have a right to. 
{Exit Maar. 

Elu. And one kind fentiment from. Mary will 
compeafate the cruelty of alt the world. 

, Blast. Aad my cruelty among the reft; 1 fuppofe 
you lookon me asa flinty hearted Sather-—any daugh- 
ter ag. fair game—end yourfelf as the only poacher 
who has a right to fteal ber from me. 

dw. ¥ou are miftaken, Sir, t wou’d neither fally 
hec honour mor my own, by. any.adtion: that wow'dn’s - 
bear the lighe. As the girl of my. heart, I adore 
ber—aa her father, I reverence yau—but for myfelf, - 
I thow'd.be.a.hypocsite were I to fay otherwife than 
that, when: I have juft cifk’d my life in her defence; 
i think I am, a leat, entitled to good manners fos 
my pains. (gomg) 

Fvail. Good emnnars, Sits Tm me aot. tebe taught 
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wos, Yen P I’m very ignorant.—Are thefe all his 
oks ? 


Sprig. Yes; he do know what's o'clock all over _. 


the world’ ge-ho-graphy be his’ hobby-horfe ; and, 
wen he’s once up, he rides like a witch ona broom- 
aff! 


Fen. ‘Mercy on us! and what’ § that | ? (j pointing fo 


the orrery. 
Sprig. That’s a horrary—that’ s Jupiter and his 
_ fet o’lights—and Satan .and Lucifer, and the reft of 
the heavenly bodies. 
fom I thought Venus was a heavenly body. — 
prig. Yes; and this fhews all her motions; and 
this is a comet; and theie funs be all moons. 
en. (going to the elettrical macbine.) And what's 
this?—be this mufic? 
Sprig. No; don’t touch that; if you, turn that 


handle round, you'll do mifchief—it be put there to ' 


be ready againft Mr. Roundabout, the gouty tax- 
gatherer, comes to colfeffrified. 


Jo Never mind—is the old gentleman coming 


Sprig. No; but if you meddle with that infernal 
machine, you may bring the old gentleman up in 
good earnetft. 

Jen. Mercy on us; and fo thefe are your mafter’s 
tools to tell fortunes with. 

Sprig. No; this is the way to tell fortunes—give 
me your hand.. . | 

Jen. La! Mr. Sprigginst 


Sprig. Let me fee—aye, you'll be married to.a_ 


tall—thin young man, about my age. 
. Fen. Indeed ! 
_ Sprig. Yes, you will marry a bachelor ; ; ‘and your 
firft hufband will live to have two wives, 
Jen. What—at one time! | : 
: | E 


é 


ih. "nail 
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Kal. Gat of my fight, you plague of Egypt! 
ere Dear, dear, how will Jane get out of the 
very aud Exit. ) Sy 

Kal. thing in confyfion--not a planet in its 
orbit—the globe upfet—the glafs fallea—end I thal} 
be ruined.—-There, { muft it put my @ars out of their 
Teach. (fands is a chair, and puts the orrery on ¢ bigh 
frelf.) 1 think nobody will get at that again. 
aie” » Uniefs they ftand im that high chair ss you 

Kail, Vil put that in its place too. (pats the chair en 
arece/s, bebind a curtain, and fixes a shat to it, from the 
eleftrical machine: ) There, that chair is charged with 
electric fluid ; and; if any one touches thet, a fingle 
turn of this handle will tickle their F tobies.—-Jo 


' Spriggins! © 
Enter Spricerus. 


Sprig. I be here, fir. 
Ea Run to O’Gimlet, the carpenter, and bid - 
him make hafte where I told him, and do ‘you g9 


and help him. 


45 Yes, fir. : {Bsit 
And Joba \—s | ae 
| Sprig. (re-entering.) Yes, fir, : 
l. Take Flourith, the painter, in your hand, _, 
‘and bid ’em both make hatte. | 
Sprig. Yes, Gr Dear, dear, how wali Jane get 
out of the clofes.. | | {kat . 
K@i. And Spriggins | wees | 


Recenter Sparcerns. 


You don’ t know of any body that has 4 little freee . 
' hold to part with? 


4 
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Kal. That we ought to ftop in the middle. —Ptha! 
-—there are {pots in the fun; and when we can’t 
‘ {now white, we muft fnow brown.—Look at that 
team : (takes him toa windew.} there go three parts — 
of your manfion, upon four wheels.—Your ftar 1s in 
its altitude. I’ve hired Charles’s wain to carry your 
houfe and fret fortuna domds. | 
. Edw. Yet, ere we go further, - = 
Kal. We muft buy a cow and a kitchen range. 
Edw. But, when Mr. Flail comes to know — 
Kal. That you’ve got a good fire and a piece of 
beef, he’ll give you fomething to make the pot boil. 
Edw. Your plan is romantic. — . a 
Kal. If it was not, I’d have‘nothing to do with it : 
the fimes are romantic, and Lalways accord with the 
feafons, from one years end toanother. — : 
Edwi Always? | 
- Kal, Yes: | bring in the new year, and eat twelfth- 
-cake in January; write valentines in February. March, 
in proceffion with St. David; and dine with the fons 
of St. Patrick ; make fools in Apri/; dance with the. 
chimney-{weepers in May ; drink the king’s health in 
une; and. take the longeft day to pay my bills in. 
ump.into the ocean in July; cut my corn in Auguf; 
go hopping and popping in September; brew in'Oflober 5 
chair Guy Faux and my lord-mayor' in Novendber; 
while, in Desember, roaftbeef, plumb. pudding: old port, 
blindman’s buff, romps,. riddles, and ‘kiffing the pretty 
- girls under the.mifletoe, ‘wind up our Chrifttnas game 
bols; and fet us all.agog td begin the year‘dgain, 2)’ ~ 
a oe LE xeusr. 


$5 oe os End of the Second AG, BS RY 
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' Luck, Nor yet a little impatient to Acar you, Six, 
on the wae of that promife. 
_ Flatl, Pll fatisfy you dire@ly ; fit down and tell 
your hiftory. | | | - 
'” Lack. Nay, fir; it is I who came to liften. 
 Filail, Indeed! and hew am Ito know whether . 
you are the perfon here meant ? 

Luck. Sir, 1 am the fon of a mother who died 
foon after Iwas born—of a father who never own’d 
~ me—and have been left fo a guardian, who, between 

friends, is one of the greateft . 
| 6 Fiail, Hafh! you don’t know who you are abu- 
ng. roo : 
3 Fuck. ¥.was fo pointed at by village boys as the 

child of nobody, that { quitted the place of my 

birth, was overtaken by my guardian, whom I have 
hevet {een fince, and fent to a cheap {chool at a- 
great diftance. oo | 

Fiatl. So far, fo good: | | 

Lack. Perhaps not ; the fcheolmafter was extra - 

_yagantly fond of boxing aad rural fports, and paid 
- me fo much attention that I was ‘quickly grounded © 
in the elements of Walten’s Angler—cou’d knock 
down any boy in the firft form—and never under- 
went even the correction of a Gfhing rod, | . 
_ Flail. Nay, if you run away from your. ftory— 

Luck. It will be exa@ily what I did from the 
{chool ; where, as foon as ] cou’d beat the maffer at 
his own leffons, he beat me in return; I fled to the 
college, where Mr. Edward Frankland, a former 
play ellow, was at his ftudies ; and my guardian for- 

ve me, becaufe the fchoolmafter df@¥e not demand 
kis money, and becaufe I got the reft of my educa- 
tion for nothing. 

lal. With Edward Frankland? 

Luck. ‘As an humble companion—we exchanged 
opr mutual accomplifhments ; and, though I may 


a? 


Flait. And, as you have given a true account of 
yourfelf, perhaps I don’t like you the worfe for it. ~- 
Luck. But, as to being your fonein-law, fir, have | 
a’ friend who muft be-contulted. | 
Flail. Aye; you mean Edward, I fuppofe. _ 
Luck. He wou’d furnifh a reafon againit it: but I - 
have apother—my wife might poffibly have fome 
objection. : - 
Flail. Married ! 7 
Luck. Yes ;.1 can’t fay fhe’s much of a wife, being - 
hardly higher than your cane, but her’s 1s an ene 
ement I never intend to run away from. 
Flail. And where is fhe?, | 
Luck. Ten miles off only—at a little inn, where 
fhe waits the intelligence my vifit feem’d to promife. | 
- Flail. And what do you meantodo? 
Luck. Why, the beft thing I can do will be to— 
What do you think ?>— : 
| Flal, Umph!—my advice will be foon given. ; 
—Robert— (Enter Rosert. )—Saddle my daughter's’ ~ 
' horfe and mine.—(£«t¢ Roszerr.}—You fhall fetch 
your wife, and meet your father-~—You'll eat and 
drink firft ? _ be 
Luck. 1 have little appetite. 
Fiail. Why? | 
Luck. Becaafe I have fafted nearly the whole day ; 
_and a pleafant change is fo new to me, that, tho’ I 
have always kept my ‘fpirits when in trouble, they 
- feem to think now I have no further occafion for 
"em. | 
Fiail, Oh! well; a good glafs of wine will bring 
you up again. | | | : 
Luck. Perhaps it may.—I thought good luck was 
_ coming when I found this coat ; and now I have 
_ found this father of mine. | 
__ Flail. Speak of him with refpect.—No fon fhall 
forget his duty in my prefence. — 
Vo! B 
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Luck. Aye, fir; but when a parent has taken fo 
little pains to make other folks {peak well of hing - 
Flail. He has the more need to be defended by his 
ehildren. 7 [Bxepet. . 


| SCEN E--K ALENDAR’s Study, as before. . 
- JENNY, ( peeping From the Clofet.) 


Yen. It’s mortal cruel of John Spriggins to let me 
ftay here fo long.—Nobody feems to be in the way ; 
fo, I'll go, without even faying good bye to him,—I]_ - 
be hang’d, if here isn’t Mrs. Prudence, ald mafter’s. 
coufin.—If fhe catches me here, it will be as much 
as my place-js worth.—I’ll be bound fhe comes to 
find me out.—What a mean thing it is for people- 
to he fo curious.—I’ll hide again, and try if can’t 
overhear what fhe wants, (vetyrus into the clofer,) 


Entey Mus. Prus. 


Mrs. Pru. Why, the houtle is quite deferted.— 
—T’m fure 1 traced that huffey Jane to the door; and, 
whether fhe comes to fee John Spriggins, or to con- 
fylt Mr. Kalendar, I’m determin’d to difcover.—-J 
hope it’s Jobn; for, if fhe dare have any defign on 
his mafter—it’s a thame for young women to be | 
trying to decoy men who—blefs me, here’s Mr. K, 
and I don’t thiak I ever look’d fo thockingly in all] 
qny life. (runs to a gla/s, and adjufts herfeif.) , 


Enter KALENDAR, 


Kal. The work goos bravely forward—bricklayer, 
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‘carpenter, painter, plazier, and gardenet, all bufy ; 
and I’ll bet Herfchell’s telefcope to an opera-glafa. 
that our plan will be accomplifh’d within time.—<Ah, 
Mrs. Prue,. this is an honour. | 
Mrs. Pra. '( fimpering.) Do you teally think fo, 
fir? - 
Kal. Any particular commands—¢came home in a 
hurry to electrify the gouty tax-gatherer, and muft 
be off again directly. | | 
Mrs. Pru. 1 than’t detain you, fir.—aI neither 
want my fortune told, nor my nativity caft. 
Kai. Cou’dn’t do that if you did.—Ladies never . 
tell their age, you know. 
Mrs. Pre. You have been taken in then? (Fenny 
peeps out, Mrs. P. fees ber.) | 
Kal. Oh, yes; the deat deceivets have play’d me. 
a thoufand tricks. _ —_ 
Mrs. Pru. (eying the clofet.) Indeed! I thought 
asmuch, | | 
Kal. Yes: there was your neighbour, Mts. Wie 
zenface, came here t’other day. 7 | 
Mrs. Pru. (fill' watching the clofet.) An impudent 
huffey! — a 
Kal. No, not impudent, but as fine as a rainbow, 
- and as crooked, into the -bargain :=«She gave me a 
wrong age, and I prophefied all the good things that ~ 
have fince happened to her grand-daughter. 
Mrs. Pra. \t’s a great fhame, | 
Kal. But what can I do?—-I don’t know how t 
 difpofe cf half the females who cometo mé. 
Mis. Pru. No!—<have you no convenient room), 
Mr. K. you cou’d contrive to put a lady into? 
Kal, Oh, Mrs. Prudence ; fie for fhame ! why, you 
‘wou'dn’t think of fuch a thing, wou’d you? = 
’ Mrs. Pra. (Orda y}*Me! no, fir; bat thefe are 
7 fome whom you ntight lock up, with their own con 
ent too. ; ‘ 
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huffcy will deny fhe came to him, though it’s plain 
enough why he wanted me out of the way :—he faid 
he’d return—fo, I'll juft hide behind this curtain.— 
When he thinks me abfent, mifs will be let out ;— 
but 1’ll {poil their tere-a-tete, I warrant. (goes into the 

recefs, where KALENDAR had put bss eleftrical chair.) 


Re-enter KALENDAR.} 


Kal. So!—one plague’s got rid of sand now to 
{end off the other.—Eh! gone!—I didn’t fee her come 
out; but I fuppofe fhe flipt by when I was talking 
to the old gentleman. 


Fen. (who has come out during bis Jpeech.) Which, 


way did fhe go, fir? | 

Kal- Mercy on us! which way did you come? 

Jen. Dear, dear, fir, I be fo frightened.—I came, 
fir, by way of zz-fulting your knowledge about poor 
young miifus ; and, when the old woman catch’d I in 
the cupboard there, J—dear—dear—I be fo fright- 
en’d.— mS 3 

Kai. In the cupboard !——Oh !—why, then, the old 
Jezebel meant fomething.—I cou’dn’t think ‘what 

e was at, ogling me with her northern lights.— 

Weil, fit down, Jenny, I can {pare a moment totalk 
to you.—Sit down, and recover yourfelf. ‘You're 
a good girl; and I fhould.be happy to give you 
fome little proof of my regard. | 

Mrs. Pru. (from ihe recefs.) Oh! oh! (in @ balf 
Suppreffed voice.) . 

jen. What's that !—blefs me, I be fo frighten’d, 

Kal. Something wreng in my machinery.—Stay, as 
old Gouty won't be elettrified to-day, I may as welt 


let off this machine. It’s full charged, and-may do - 


mifchief elfe. (goes to the machine.) 


_” Jen, Ob, dear, fir, don’t ye go to touch that ; for 


Jobn Spriggins do tell I it will raife the devil, 
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Kal We'll foon feé that— 

Fen. Dolet I get out of the way then. (runs to the 
ether fide.) 

Kal. There, you: foolifh girl (turns the bandle, Mrs. 
‘Prut creams and jumps out of the recefs. Junny Salis 
‘on ber knees... KALENDAR 15 aftonifhed. ) 

Kat. (after a pay/e) Talk of the devil !—who ex- 
pected you there? 

Fen. I never was fo frighten’d i in all my life. 
‘Mrs. Piru. I never was {fo fhock’d in all my life. 
- Kal, I dare fay not.—Egad I muft have tickled 

ef. 

Mrs. Pru. You—tickle me! Sir, I am fo angry, 
fo choaked with paffion— | 

-Kal. That you feem quite electrified. 

Yen. Indeed, dear -madam—I— 

| Mrs. Pru. Out of my fight, you huffe 

‘Fen. Oh I wihh he’ d ftuff her into one of L his great 
telegraphs. (Exit. 

Mrs. Pru. This is the gouty tax-gatherer you: © 
came to, fir. 

‘Kal, No it isn’t. 

“Mrs. Pra. What bufinefs had the in that clofet ? 

Kal. To fee what you were doing in that corner. 

Mrs. Pru. But my coufin fhall know, and fhe . 
fhall leave the houfe dire&tly. 

Kal. You’re welcome to do the fame; and next 
time you come hete to make experiments; take care 
you don’t get another curtain lecture. 

Mrs. Pru. Sit, if you had a fingle fpark of good © 
breeding — 

Kal. If Thad, I’d recommend him to you direétl 
~—but you've exhaufted all my fparks, and 1 with 
you much benefit from the operation. 

; Mrs. Pru. I'll {ee the young hufley punifh’d, that 
will, 4 te 
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Kal. And I'll fee the old man fafe out of the. 
houfe. Egad, if every time I turn this handle, 
it produces fuch a fadden fquall as it did juft now, 
it will be unfafe to touch it: What. between the old 
‘woman in the recefs, and the young one in theclofet, 
J was completely galvanifed ! : [ Extt. 


SCENE—The entrance of a ruftick Inn. 
Enter Laura Luck ess, from the Houfe 


' - Lau. No, I can fee nothing of him.—I with I had - 


gone with him,—what a misfortune it is to have a 

hufband that’s always unlucky.—I dare fay this. fine 

promife in the newfpapers, was only a trick, and | 

_ hhe’ll come back fo crofs! Heigho! what a hurr 
I was once in to get married, and now we have 

many troubles, vexations and quarrels !—O lud! O 

lud ! Marriage without money isn’t half fq pleafant 
as the days of courthhip. : 


SONG—Lavaa—(adapted to an old air.) 


The hawthorn was blowing, young flow’rets weregay, 
Primrofes were growing, birds {ung on each fpray, _ 
But {weeter fung my true love, far {weeter to my ear, 
]’m waiting here for you love, ’tis the {pring time 
of years. | : 


iI. 


In fummer I yielded, my love’s bride to be made, ~ 
But as leaves droop in autumn, our Joys too will fade, 
For love without riches is chill’d by the froft, 

And ’ere winter, alas! all ‘my pleafures were loft.. 


' Enter SORDID. 


Sord. Blefs my heart! Blefs my heart! Five 
_ piles! Why Ido think I’ve travell’d fifteen, and 
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_ Luck. An old friend, a new coat, and a father! 
Lau. A father! . 
Luck. Aye, and a rich one too, you little rogue— 
Lau. A rich one! Well, I don’t know how it was, 

but it always wou’d run in my head, that you mutt 

have had a father, though you never found him out. 


Sorpip enters from the Houfe wuh Landlord, Brack 
Bos, and Counitrymen, /moking, &Sc. 


Luck. But I’ve found him out now, and a curions 
one he 1s too. When I afk his bleffing, I dare fay 
the firft thing he'll fay, will be 

Sord. (coming forward.) Knock him down. That’s 
the fellow that robb’d me.—( they /eize Luckle/s.) 

Black Bob. (afide) That’s my coat, fure enough— 

Luck, Scoundrels! J never faw that.man in my 
life. cc , | on 

Lau. My hufband accufed of robbery ! 

Sord, Search him—I’ll {wear to my money, it’s all 
‘mark’d. oO | 

Black Bob, (comes forward.) Mark’d—why any-bo- 
dy may mark money ; may be you'll {wear to that, 
a / fhews a pice of gold.) a 

Sord. That—why, I will {wear that he,—no,—. 
that—that piece of gold———_—»——— 

Land. That old gentleman’s crazy! - | 

Sord, Crazy ’—Don’t let him go—for I'll {wear 
to the man by the coat— 

Luck The coat! Sir, I pick’d this coat up on the 
highway. : : 
~ Sord. I dare fay you did. | | 

Luck, And when I found this hanging on a poft— 

Sord. You little thought of being hang’d yourfelf, 
-—bring him along, en 

Lau, Pray don’t—he’s innocent, 

G. 
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Biack Bob. Mayhap he isx—A man is hot to be 
found guilty by outfide appearance. I knows fome- 
what of law.—-What’s a coat ?——a coat isn’t a man. 
-—There, I'll put it on; and what of that? | 

Sord. Why, then, if it was the laft word I had to 

fay, I’d fwear that you are the man that did rob me. 
"Landlord and Countrymen. Oh, fhame! thame ! 

Laura. Shame, indeed !-—that wicked old man will 
{wear any thing. , ) 

Luck. Harkye, fir. 

Sord. Sieze, him, I charge you. 

-Blatk Bob. Would you like to try the geat, Mifs ; 
perhaps, he'll fay ’twas you. | 

Sord. He robb’d me clofe by a finger-poft, in the 
. foreft, where four roads meet, 

‘Conniryman. Then the finger-poft muft kave grawn 
there fince morhing.~-That old fellow tells nothing 
but flams. : 

_Luck. To be call’d a thief!—I infift on carrying 
hiith to Mr. Flail’s. | | | 

_ Sor. The place I’m going to—only mind you de 
carry me—for Il] not walk another ftep—and, as we 
96, I'll thew you the very fpot where I was robb’d— . 
and take my money out of the bank—hby the road- 
fide. { apart.) : . 

Luck. Are the horfes ready ? 
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Rod. All ready, fir. | 

Black Bob. Well, then, as nobody feems to own 
this coat, perhaps, I have as much right to it as 
another. _ 

Sor. Stop, fir.—No running away. (/eizes him.) 

Luck. Aye! I infift on our ail going, and having 
this all clear’d up. : ] 
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Sord. I'rh in cuftody—tind that—and Vii bring 9 
{winging a€tion for falfe imprifonment. 

«Luck. Come, then, we thall have juftice at the 
hall; and then f fhall have an a¢tion againft you for 
charging Laurence Lucklefs with felony. | 
_ Sord; Who!—What, are you — 

Luck. Don’t talk tome, fir—you've faidtoo much 
already. | _ 

Serd. But, my dear boy-=my — _ 

Luck. Put him on the ’{quire’s hotfe.—-Come, 
Laura.  : [Exeunt Lucxxgss and Lauga. 


Sord. Gentlemen !—only hear me—calj him back; - 
for I do believe that unnatural bird, that ungracious 
varlet, is neither more nor lefs than my own fot! 

_ «Countryman. Oh, dear—oh, dear-—h¢ be quite 
mad-—bring him along. : [ Exeunt. 


SCENE-—Tiie cro/s Roads ond Fisger Poft, with the 
addition of a neat wooden Houfe, with a Brick Chimney, 
a Lamb grazing within the Pales that furround tt. 
When ibe Scere ts ifeavereds @ great knocking is beard, 
. | as if within the Houfe—a Bricklayer is fixing the Chime 
ney- Pot—Spriceins, on @ Ledder, is nailing a Cher= 
_ ry-Tree againft one fide of the Building —Fiourisy is 
painting thé Pales—O'GimLet ishanging ¢ little Gate 
to them—~and KaLen parts looking out of a Window, 


Kal.. Well done, boys} work away outfide, while 
we finith within, and I'll be with you diseAly. (ren 
tires from the window.). Se a 
O'Gim. I fay, Mr. Flourifh. » 
Fin, Well, friend. : 


> 
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O‘Gim. Not at all; Iknock’d a great nail in it 
awhile ago, to keep it where it is. — | 

Kal. Well, away with you; drink long life to the 
new landlord, for here he comes, huzza! (They 
fhout as Enwarp enters with Frait—the Quaker 
Jbouts in a formal manner—the workmen go off. 

.Flail, Hey-day ! whofe dwelling’s this, I wonder? 
Isthis what you mean to fay is yours? 

' Kal. All his;—houfe, goods, chattels, and live 
{tock—cattle grazing—tree growing and chimney 
{moking—— 

_ Sprig. And if your worfhip pleafes to come in, 
you fhall fee me lay t’ cloth. [ Exit into bouje. 

Edw. You fee, Sir, I have not deceived you: 
our common friend has enabled me to claim your | 
promife. . a 

Fla. And do you mean:to claim it on fuch 
grounds? 

Kal, Such grounds wou’d make a beautiful figure 
in an au@tioneer’s catalogue; four profpects at one. 
view—{pacious enclof{ure—one head of live lamb, 
and a garden full of wall fruit ; and do you think 
he means to have all this trouble and expence for 
nothing ? | | 

Edw, At leaft, Sir, I hope you will not give Mary. 
to my rival ? | ! 

Flail, Why, no; 1 won’t for two reafons ; in the 
firft place, he’s married already ; in the next, if you 
give proof of continuing fo induftrious, I | | 
; Kal, Why, who the deuce have we here, .I wone 

er? : 


Enter Sornvip and Countrrman—he runs to 
ier IL, and flares about bim while he (bakes 
hands. ' 


Sor; My dear ‘old friend—yow'll hear me fpeak, 
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‘Sor. You may keep that——its of no ufe but to the 
owner, (afdée.) | 

Edw. It contains the bleffing and forgivenefs of 
my father ; and cou’d you have withheld 

Kal. No; I hope nobody here would wifh to 
to withhold forgivenefs, and tho’ our edifice be for- 
med of flight materials, yet as it is only intended 
for a fummer houfe, we entreat our Lords and La- 
dies of the Manor toallow it Right of Common. 


THE END. 


EPILOGUE 


EPILOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, BSQz 


CHARACTERS. 


- Kalendar . . «© « Mr. Fawcett, 
Flourih . < . « Mr. Liston. 
Spriggins . . . « Mr. Matuews. 
Jeany . . « « « Mrse Gizss. 


Ester Karanvar (reading ax almanac.) 
: Kel. Almagack fays, this day—aye thus it goes 5 
_ «© Sev’nth of July—Thomas a’Becket—Toesn- 
‘© The weather overcaft.”’—That founds bat queer ; 

I hope to find no céendy faces here ! 
What next 2—Oh! to this market, no difmay ;— 
‘¢ Fine weather now for getting up the Hay.” 
Box-keeper, Sere, makes hay, when in he crams 
Arms, fhoolders, aacles, hips, knees, legs, and hams > 
But when he ftuffs you in, a!l faug and warm, 
O! Vox Stellarum !—whocan then inform 
Whether "twill tora to few-ine or a forse ? 
Of this night’s caufe who fhall be undertaker ? 
Our poet srembles— 
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Flen. -—— He hath fent a quaker. 
Kal. What is it you predi& about our play? 
Think you "twill profper ? 
Flin, ————— axe Peradventure, yea. 
Kal, Sometimes they clap, and that betokens blif, 
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Flex. Sometimes the fpirit moveth, and they hifs. 
Kal, Have you no friends above there ?=-—=( Poiat- 

ing to the gallery.) 
Fla, —- Thou doft {coff. 
Kal, Why fo? 


Flos. Thou know’ ft they call out there, “* Hats off.” 


Extez Seyiccins and Juuny . 
Kel. Spriggins! my man! you’re here, I'll hold 3 
To ferve the Play. (guinea, 
Sprig: I’fe been, and married Jenny. 
Fenny. Beneath which fign, Sir, is my hufband born? 
Kal. Like many hufbands—under Capricorn. 
Sprig.. Under. what fign, then, do the tky make ber 
Kal. The Crab. - * [gor 
Sprig, amu There, Jane; 1 know’ it wasn’t Wirgo. 
I faid fo.—— 
Jeany. Hold your prate, then, foollik--do ;—» 
Your Meafter’s wife, and know’d it sfore you. 
Kel. Now for the bard :—-Athwart his telefcope, 
May no malignant planet danip his hope ! 
‘May no eclipfes make his profpeé black ! 
‘ Sprig. Nor no bad fign in all his Zody-evack. 

Kal, With mirth, may eyes, like ftars be twinkling 
Friend Flourifh, don't you join in this P = [merrily f 
Flon, ¥ea verily. 

Sprig. I with him right good luck, now, by my figgins! 
| Fenty. And happy as a bride, like Jenny Spriggins. 
Kal. Come then—‘te the Axdience)-You, Libra, of 
. the Balance, hold ; 
Applaud him, and he'll feel like Les bold ; 
If you condemn—for Fortune is precarious=r 
Eis eyes muft then be govern’d by Jgsarias. 
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